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On Thurſday next will be Publiſh'd, very neatly Printed, 
Compleat in TEN VOLUMES in Twelver, 
IWith a Ri to each Comedy, 

The WORKS of MOLIERE in French and Englih, 


Being a wery proper New-Year's Gift to all young Gentlemen and 
Ladies at Boarding-Schools, &c. as not only of the higheft Uſe and 
Inftruction to thoſe who learn the French Language, but likewiſe 
the moſt Innocent and Entertaining Amuſement to others. 


HESE Ten Volumes contain not only the Seventeen Plays cf 

this Author, publiſh'd ſome Years ago in Eight Volumes, call'd, 
A Sele& Collection of Moliere's Comedies, revis'd with great Correc- 
tions, but likewiſe Thirteen more Plays, beſides other Pieces, now 
firſt tranſlated, and which compleat his Works. 

The Original Text is taken from the late Grand Paris Edition, in 
Six Volumes, Quarto, ſold at the Price of Six Guineas. An Edition 
ſo ſuperior to any of the former, that it has given quite a new Face to 
the Author. 

In the firſt Place the learned Editor, Mr. LA SERRE, conſulted 
the Editions of the Pieces publiſh'd in the Author's Life-time, which 

ve him room to reform ſeveral flagrant —_— which had crept 
into the Text, to reſtore ſeveral Omiſſions, and retrench ſeveral ſpu- 
rious Paſlages. 

II. He has diftinguiſh'd the Scenes with much more Exactneſs, and 
more punctually mark'd the Inſtant of Time of the ſeveral Entrances 
and Exits, than is done in the preceding Editions ; and has likewiſe 
pointed out the particular Actions and Geſtures of the Performer, 
which explains the Senſe of many Parts obſcure before. 

III. He has ſupply'd the Place of the fabulous Life of the Author, 
and tedious Preface prefix'd to the former Editions, by faithful Me- 
moirs of the Life of Moliere, and hiſtorical Criticiſms on each of his 
Performances, which are prefix d to the reſpective Plays, pointin 
out the 'Time of their Appearance, the Succeſs they met with, 
their ſeveral Merits. 

By this Means we may fafely aver, that our Edition, even with re- 
gard to the French, is far preferable to any Pocket Edition of this Au- 
thor hitherto extant, and how ſſerviceable the Erg/; Tranſlation, 
done cloſely to the Original, and placed on the oppoſite Page, mult 
be to the Learners of cither Language, need not be inſiſted on. 
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Whilſt Men of Senſe ſhall fret and foam, 
*Cauſe Spouſe will rule the Roaſt at home; 
At Levees cringe, in Lobbies wait, 

Do all that's Litile to be Great, 

The Fool ſtill whiftles on, and cries 

What Folly it is to be wiſe ! 


When filly Men of Senſe look ſad, 

And pout and glout *cauſe Times are bad, 

Or, till more filly, ſhave the Head 
Cauſe Deary's caught with Jahn in Bed, 

The Fool ſtill whiſtles on, and cries 
What Folly it is ts be wiſe! 


An ADDITIONAL SONG. 


Since free from Sorrow, fear or Shame, 

The happy Fool is till the ſame, 

At City-Treats makes all the Sport, 

And paſſes for a Mit at Court, 

The thinking Blockhead I delpile, | 
What Folly i is to be wiſe ! 
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INTRODUCTION. 


SCENE, De GREEN ROOM 
PORT 5£CTREESS 


PO Ex. 


LL, Madam, are you ready to begin my Piece? 
Areſs. Ves, Sir, and to end it ſoon, I believe. 
Poet. Why, *tis but ſhort, I muſt own. 
Are. O Sir! as ſhort as it is, the Audience, I 
fanſy, will cut it much ſhorter. ---—- To be plain 
with you, Sir, I don't like it at all. You have introduc'd a pack 
of Fools here that han't got a grain of Wit amongſt em; they 
talk in the moſt ridiculous fooliſh manner poſſible. 

Poet. And pray, dear Madam, how would you have Fools 
talk? 

Afreſs. Talk, Sir, why as they talk in our modern Comedies, 
with all the good Senſe, Wit and Spirit imaginable. 

Poet. Perhaps ſo, but J am ſatisfy'd with letting mine talk 
like what they are; I think it my buſineſs to make People laugh 
at their Folly, not their Wit. | | 

Actreſs. Laugh, Sir! Ha, ha, ha! why, there's no Laughing in 
it; when I had read it but half over I fell faſt aſleep, and dreamt 
| was reading Seneca's Morals, ----- Why, Sir, d'ye think to di- 


ert an Audience with your Sentences and your Diſtichs? Do 
B People 
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People come to the Play-houſe for Edification? or to learn their 
Catechiſm of you Poets? 

Poet. Not abſolutely ſo, perhaps. However, as we have lately 
had Inſtances of Pieces of the more ſerious Caſt being well re- 
ceiv'd by the Town, I have no Apprehenſrons on that account, 
People of Taſte and good Senſe need not be always kept on the 
Grin to be diverted, Writers who endeavour at nothing but rai. 
ling a Laugh, often do it in a wrong Place, 

Acre. Plha ! Make but People laugh, and you do your Bufi- 
neſs, I tell you. 

Poet, I can't be perſuaded of that, Madam. To laugh with- 
out Reaſon is the Pleaſure of a Fool, and to laugh againſt Reaſon 
the Pleaſure only of a Knave. 

Axreſs. And not to laugh at all is, is--- Lard! he ſtops one' 
Mouth ſo with his muſty Morals! -- Lookye, Sir, if you had not 
given me a merrier Part than the reſt of your Fools, I would 
have flung it behind the Fire. 

Poet. Madam, I am glad I have ſatisfy'd you 

Actreſt. Sir, you have not ſatisfy d me, I am not ſo eaſily ſatished 
as you imagine ; I have this Comfort however, I am not to ap- 
pear till the Thing's almoſt half over, and by that time I believe 
I ſhall have no occaſion to appear at all. 


Enter ACTOR. 


Actor. Sir --- Madam --- for Heav*n's ſake let us begin. 

A#reſs. What's the matter? 

Actor. Why, they are pounding ready to bring the He? 
down. There'll be plaguy Work! plaguy Work! I ſee that. 

Poet. Why ſo, Sir? 

After. Why, I have been juſt peeping thro' the Curtain. 

Aetreſs. Well! 

After. And there are a thouſand Lac'd Hats in the Pit. 

Attreſs. Ay! Nay, then 'tis over with you. 

Poet, Not at all, Madam; I meet with Candour and good 
Senſe as often under a lac'd Hat as a plain one. 

Agr. But, Sir, d'ye think you'll be ſuffer'd, with Impunity, to 
ſatirize all Mankind thus, and ſhew no Reſpect to Rank or Pro 
ſeſſion. 


Pad 


INTRODUCTION. 
Poet. Vice and Folly, Sir, debaſe all Characters, as Treaſon 


ately taints the higheſt Blood; and if a Peer will level himſelf with his 
| re- Footman, he ought to be treated as ſuch, tho* he wears perhaps a 
ount, richer Livery, 

n the Aftreſs. What, moralizing again! Harkye, Mr. a- a- you had 


better write a Tragedy by half; then you might ſtalk in Buskins 
bravely, 
And ſtrut, and puff out ev'ry ſtarry Spark, 
Whilſt Gods meet Gods, and juſtle in the Dark. 
[Mimicking a Tragedian. 

Actor. But then your Plot, Sir, your Plot; pray, where are we 
to go to look for that? 

Poet. Look for it 

Afreſs. Ay Sir, look for it! I'll maintain there's no more Deſign 
in your Performance than has been in half the State Plots for theſe 
Forty Years paſt. Why, there's not a ſingle Wedding, nor ſo 
much as a Promiſe of Marriage in it. 

Poet. I did not know a Plot was neceſſary to conſtitute a Fa- 
ble. I have heard of a Fable's having a moral, indeed, 

Actor. Ah, lack-a-day, Sir! you may give it what Name you 
pleaſe, but *twill certainly be damn'd. You don't know the Play- 
houſe yet, I find. 

Poet. But I know Gentlemen that frequent it, and J ſeldom 
found when they had any thing would entertain em, but they 
cave it all the Encouragement it merited ; and troth, if they can't 
laugh with a thing, they are in the right, in my Opinion, to 
laugh at it. 

Actreſs. O] your Servant, moſt ſubmiſſive Sir, you'll talk in ano- 
ther Tone by and by. | 

Pact. Not at all; and therefore, Sir, I deſire, if it ſhould have 
the Fate of being generally diſliked, that you would give it up at 
once, and not attempt to dragoon the 'Town into it. 

Actor. O] with all my Heart, Sir, I ſhall be ready enough to 
do that, for I expect to be pelted off the Stage. 

Poet, Why then, Sir, as I think you play the Part of Mer- 
cum, be ſo good as to clap the Wings to your Heels immediately, 
that they may be ready to convey your Body with more ſpeed out 
of Harm's way. One Word more, Sir; as we may expect a 
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eat number of Patients thronging to our Hoſpital, we ſhall want 
— in abundance; and therefore if your fine Gentlemen ee 
the Scenes will crowd forward on the Stage, I defire you'll take 
them into your Number of Fools, and clap them up in your 

ita! too. ; 

2 a Yes, yes, leave that to me, I'll take care that ſhall be 
—_ And fol wiſh you well off, Sir, --- Mr. — ring 
for the Overture. . 
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SCENE, à grand Hall for the Hos PIT AT. 


ASCULAPIUS and MERCURY. 


As8CULAPIUS. 


JERCURY, make Proclamation once more, That 
< whereas daily Complaints are made by all the World 
x of the Follies of Mankind, the great Jupiter, out 
1 of his fatherly Compaſhon, has ſent Aſculapius to 
xn apply Medicines to em, and that thoſe who are 
troubled with Folly of any kind may repair hither, and be cur'd 
without Fee or Reward. 

Mer. life! /Eſculapius, what would you have me do? J hare 
proclaim'd it already at the four Corners of the World. Jupiter 
finds out very pretty Employments for me, truly; I wonder what 
he intends me for at laſt! He has made a Pimp of me many a 


time already --- but that indeed --- that's a genteel Office enough, 
and no great trouble in it, for now-a-days Affairs of that ſort are 
brought to bear in a trice. 

Aſc. Say you ſo, Mercury? 


Mere. 
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Merc. Ay, ay, ay — a low Bow, a Golden Shower, and 2 
May it pleaſe your Ladyſhip, does the Buſineſs. ---- So that's eaſy M 
enough. But to be made a Common Crier of, is what 1 don! 4 
underſtand. uh 

Aſc. Conſider, Mercury, you are Fupiter's Prime-Miniſter x 
well as his Son, and therefore muſt not ſtick at doing any thing | 
to keep him eaſy. But where are our Patients, Mercury ? " 


Candidates come for Admittance ? 
Mere. Not a ſingle Patient, Maſter Doctor. This taking m 24 


Fees won't do. People think they can never be well cur'd unlc 


they have a Doctor that picks their Pockets for em ſtoutly ; ol 3 / 
that takes a double Fee is as wiſe again as he that takes but: 2 


ſingle One. 
A/c. But ſure, this is aſtoniſhing ! Every particular Man com- al © 


plains of the Follies that are in the World, by means of which 1 / 
they are neither happy in themſelves, nor will ſuffer others to E be. 
ſo; and yet, when we are come to apply Medicines to 'em, there) = 

2 Iv 


not one that offers himſelf to be cur'd. 

Merc. Not aſtoniſhing at all. An Hoſpital for Fools, inde, ®** y 
in this wiſe Age! If you had founded an Hoſpital for Inſolvent 
Courtiers, Bankrupt Citizens, Threadbare Poets, or Lunatick Me 
thodiſts, you'd have had Patients enough; nay, had you erected 
one for Knaves, all the World would have flock'd to it, that they 
might not be thought Fools. | 

Aſc. ] don't queſtion it. But what can be done in this Bu- 
ſineſs? 

Mer. Lookye, Aſculapius, T am a very improper Perſon to ad 
viſe in Points relating to Phylick. Jupiter be prais'd! I have ver 
little todo with it; he keeps me in too full E mployment ; I uſe to 
much Exerciſe to want much Phyſick. However give me lea 
to tell you, that there's one thing in this Diſeaſe of Folly differeat 
from all other kinds, which is, That Men can ſoon {py the leal 


of doin 


his Foll 


Symptoin of it in 8 and yet not perceive the greateſt i Mer 
themſelves. Suppoſe then we were to make Proclamation tht courſe, 
every Man ſhould give notice of what other People he knows, wb F aths 
are 3 with that Diſtemper. * [1 
e aug 


Well judg'd, Mercury; let it be as you ſay. 


1 Tire. Pains, 


„ and 
's ea 
dont 


ſter 2 
ö thing 
? No 


ing no 
_ unlek 
/ 3 one 
but 


com- 
Which 
to be 
there's 


indeed, 
ſolvent 
k Me 
erected 
it they 


lis Bu- 


to ad. 
e very 
iſe too 
> leave 
ferent 
e leal 
teſt in 
n that 
s, who 


Mc. 


An HOSPITAL for Foorts, 7 


Mere. [Turning to each fide of the Stage.] O---Yes O -. 
()--- Yes! Whoever has any Relation, Friend or Acquaintance, 
that's troubled with Folly, of whatever kind, let him bring them hi- 
ther, and they ſhall be cur'd without Fee or Reward, 


Enter à great Crawud of MEN and WO MEN, 


jc. Bleſs us ! what Crowds are pouring in upon us now. 

1 Man. Here, Sir, have brought you a Fool to be cur'd. 

2 Man, Pray, Sir, take my Fool firſt, tor he is dangerouſly 
il. 

3 Man. Take pity upon my Fool, good Sir, for he has a Com- 
plication of Folly upon him, 

Merc. Pray, Gentlemen, have a little Patience; you ſhall be 
all cur'd one after another. 

1 Man. All cur'd! what d'ye mean by that, Sir? I don't want 
to be curd, not I; I have no occaſion for my ſelf. 

Merc. No, no, no; we don't ſuſpect you have, Friend. 

Man. How! no Occaſion, Neighbour? I wiſh for your own 
fake you had not. For my part, indeed 

Merc. O] for your part! you are quite free from it; 'tis writ 
in your Face that you are. 

Aſc. Mercury, keep the Crowd off with your Caduccus, and 
bring the Patients up in order. 

Merc. Stand off there, Gentlemen, and do not preſs upon us 
ſo, Here, you old Fellow, come in here with your Patient : 
Make your Reverence to Aſculapius, and tell him what you 
would have. 

Father. An't pleaſe you, Sir, this young Man is a Kinſman cf 
mine: He came very young to a great Eftate, half of which he 
has made a ſhiſt to ſquander away already, and is in great danger 
of doing ſo by the reſt in a ſhort time, if you do not cure him of 
his Folly. 

Mere, O] when he has ſpent t'other half, he'll be cur'd of 
courſe. 

Father. T have taken a great deal of pains in adviſing him, but 
when in the wiſeſt manner I talk to him about this, why, truly 
be aughs at me, and that is all the Thanks I have for my 
Pains, jc. 


8 An Hos DIT AI for POOL S. 

Aſc. Mercury, put him in the Hoſpital, care ſhall be take 
: of him. | Vo! 

Rake. ] deſire, Sir, that you would pleaſe to hear me firſt, u] 
judge whether it is this old Fellow, or I, who have moſt need fi 70: 
your Medicines, I ſpend my Eſtate in pleaſing my elf, aꝗ Mc 
wou'dn't it be a great Folly to debar my ſelf of Pleafure the pre. Fol 
ſent Moment, which is all I am ſure of, for fear of not having live 
means to enjoy it a future one, to which I don't know I ſhall ee / 
come: Beſides, is it not a Madneſs to waſte all my Youth, which Do 
is the only Time we are capable of Pleaſure, to lay up Wealth H Mo 


an Age when we are not capable of any at all. P, 
Father. Ah! prodigal Puppy, prodigal Puppy! peth 
Rake. Now this old Miſer, who has the Confidence to accuk J 

me, does ten times worſe: He did not only heap up all his Youth or t! 

but continues to do fo ſtill; and though his Age and Infirmitis i that 

give him hourly notice that the Worms are watching for him, A 

yet is he at his Uſury, his Extortion, and a hundred ways to F 

ſcrape together, as if he were to live ten thouſand Years longer, ſhe i 
Merc. Well turn'd! Voungſter. thin 
Rake. Then he'll ſtick at no Expence, either of Pains or H- brav. 

neſty, to heap up what he never intends to make uſe of. If De A 

ceit is for his purpoſe, why he'll uſe it to the utmoſt of his Power MW bare 

If Cruelty would fave a Penny, he'd flea a poor Creditor for tie of ti 

Price of his Skin. are C 
Father. Ah, lying Rogue ! extravagant Rogue | 2 
Rake. And then if a Bond or Mortgage happens to fail, ho Fr 


paſſionately does he lament over the Parchment Carcaſs, when ti Man 
Soul of the Security is departed; his Face is immediately put int Fool 
deep Mourning, and fo would the reſt of his Perſon if it wan ner, 
for the Charge. His Gold might have as well ſtay'd at Peru do th: 
come into his Cuſtody, for he has nothing of it but the trouble c hne ( 


looking after it, | who « 
Mer. Um — ſo an Afs is juſt as much enrich'd by his M. 
as he is by his Eſtate. them 
Aſc. A very palpable Folly indeed. Mercury, put him ali * 
too. 7 
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Rake. Right ; I did not doubt, Sir, but that I ſhould convince 

you at laſt, I may go away now, I ſuppoſe. 
Ac. Hold, hold Friend! does that Man's being a Fool hinder 
you from being a Fool too? If it be a Folly in him to heap up 
Mony that he can never probably live to ſpend, is it not a greater 
Folly in you to ſquander away that Mony which probably you will 
live to want. | 

Father. Bravely ſaid! wiſely ſaid! [To Mercury.] This ſame 
Doctor is a wiſe Man, I find that. He knows the Worth of 
Mony. 

Aſc. Mercury, take care that they be put into the Hoſpital to- 

ther, 

. Hold, hold, hold, Sir! with your leave, I have two 
or three Patients more for you yet; I have a Son and a Daughter 
that ſtand in need of your Advice. 

Aſc. Nay, pr'ythee, bring thy whole Family if thou woo't. 

Father. Ah, if my Wife, poor Woman! was but alive · but 
ſhe is dead ay, dead for theſe ] can't help weeping when I 
think on't; or elſe ſhe, poor Woman ! ſhe would have been a 
brave Patient to you. 

Mer. I don't at all queſtion it, for none but a brave Fool would 
have been thy Wife. --- But go, Friend, and bring us what is left 
of thy notable Family. [Exit Father.] In the mean time here- 
are other Patients. 

Aſc. Well, Gentlemen, what have you to ſay ? 

Friend. This, Sir, is a Friend of mine, an honeſt good-natur'd 
Man as lives; but he has a Wife who makes him the greateſt 
Fool in Nature; and though ſhe abuſes him in the groſſeſt man- 
ner, ſo that half the Town laugh at him, yet is he himſelf blind 
to that in his own Houſe, which every Stranger ſees. Here is'a 
fine Gallant, who has been often found with her Ladyſhip, and 
who can tell you more, if you examine him. 

Merc. Soh! now for marrried Fools; we ſhall have enough of 
them I don't queſtion ; but twill be all in vain, for tis over with 
them, they are paſt all cure. | 

A/c, Well, Sir, and what can you ſay ? 


G Bean. 


10 An HOSPITAL for FooLs. 


Beau. All that I can ſay, Sir, is, That the Gentleman is a ve- 
ry worthy Gentleman, and his Lady a very fine Lady. He has 
often indeed bragg'd to me of the Happineſs of a marry'd Life; 
I thought the beſt way to find out this Happineſs was by conver- 
ſing a little with his Lady, who has fully convinced me of all her 
Husband ſaid. But as I have a perfect Friendſhip for the Gen- 
tleman, I muſt confeſs, Sir, I am as well ſatisfied with his having 
2 fine Wife, as if I had one my ſelf. 

Merc. He has a fine time on't the mean while, 

Husb. T own, Sir, J have nothing to ſay in contradiction to 
theſe Gentlemen ; all that they ſay may be true, for what I know, 
Half the Town, the firſt ſays, laugh at me for being a Cuckold; 
and he would have me make it publick, that the other Half might 
laugh at me too. But pray how much wiſer does he act? Why, 
he had one of the beſt of Wives, and one that he was fond of too, 
and yet has the jealous-pated Wretch caſt her off with Infamy 
and Shame, for a groundleſs Suſpicion : And, therefore, if a few 
laugh at me for a tame Husband, there's a much greater number 
who rail at him for an ill-natur'd one, 

Merc. Nay, one's as ill-natur'd as other, for as a jealous Hus- 
band uſes a Woman ill himſelf, ſo a tame one is the cauſe of a 
Woman's uſing herſelf ill. 

Husb. Now for this finiſh'd Gentleman, who can with o 
much Delicacy rally the poor Fools that marry ! upon what no- 
ble Deſign, pray, is all his Time, Pains and Mony waſted? 
even, Gentlemen, that this moſt charming Perſon of his may 
attain, with all this Trouble and Coſt, what I received twenty 
thouſand Pound for doing before him. 

Merc. Yes, Friend, but the Miſchief is, that you are obliged 
to maintain the Hive, while he devours the Honey. 

A jc. Very great Fools truly, all three! In with them all. 1; 
it not ſtrange, Mercury? One would think every Man wiſe 
when we hear lim talk of other Peoples Concerns, and yet we 
find them all Fools when we look into their own. 

Merc, Lack-a-day ! Aſculapius, how ſhould it be otherwiſe! 
When a Man i told of his Folly he does not conſider whether it 


be true, and endeavour to mend it; he only conſiders whether 
the 
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the Man who tells him of this be not guilty of ſome Folly too; 
and if he finds he is he reſts as well ſatisfied in laughing at him, 
as if he were free from all Folly himſelf. 

Aſc. Well, old Gentlewoman, what is it you have to fay 
zz2ain!t that young Man? 

Miſe. An't pleaſe you, Sir, this young Man is my Hus- 
band. 

Merc. How ! 

Mie. Yes, Sir; why? 

Merc. Nay, much good may it do him, that's all. 

I ife. He made fair Pretences to me before Marriage, but now 
he neglects and deſpiſes me for every other Woman. 

Mer. Strange ! who could have thought it ? 

Ilife. Tis true indeed; and I appeal to you, Sir, whether it 
be not a great Folly for a Man to tie himſelf, during Life, to a 
Woman he does not love? 

ſc. Yes, without doubt it is. Mercury, put them both up. 

Hife. Both up! an't pleaſe you, Sir, it is I who make the Com- 
plaint, 

Merc. Very good, Miſtreſs; and if it be a Folly in him to 
marry a Woman that he does not love, was it not a Folly in you 
to _y a Man who, your Age might tell you, never could love 
you ? 

ſc. Ay, ay, ay, in with 'em both, in with 'em both. 

Merc. But ſee, here are a thouſand other Wives who accuſe 
their Husbands, and Husbands who complain of their Wives. 

Aſc. Put them in all without Deliberation; for though People 
may be allowed to be as critical in their choice as they pleaſe be- 
fore Marriage, yet 'tis a very great Folly to complain aſter- 
wards. 

Merc. It would be endleſs Work to hear of every one who 
play'd the Fool in Marriage; we may ev'n put up all the married 
People at a venture; and if there be any one who can give us fa- 
tisfactory Reaſons to prove that he did not play the Fool in it, 
why, we will let him out again. 

Husb. No, Sir, I will not go in; no one can ſay I committed 
any Folly in marrying. 


C 2 Mere. 


— ̃ — — —— eůͥr:nn — — 


12 An HOSPITAL for FooLs; 


Merc. How, Friend! marry and commit no Folly! What for 
of Wife have you, pray? 

Husb. One who has Wit, Beauty, Riches, and is a Perſon of bY 
Quality. 

A ſe. It is very much to be ſuſpected that thou art guilty of Folly I 
in having this Opinion of her. 

Merc. Right; a Woman with Wit, Beauty, Riches, and 
a Perſon of Quality too, marry an odd diſagreeable Fellow, and $4; 
not cuckold him! Harkye, Friend, if this be true, you may go M 
away your ſelf, but be ſure you ſend your Wife in your Place. Sa 


Husb. Why fo, Sir? Do you reckon it a Folly in a Woman man, 
not to cuckold her Husband ? Fa 
A/c. No, Friend, we do not tell you ſo; but when a Woman» Me 
who tinds by her Conſtitution that ſhe ſhall make any Husband Son 
Cuckold, takes one who is very fit for that purpoſe, there are Ive 0: 
ſome wicked People who think ſhe does as wiſely as a Woman in WM farch 
her Circumſtances could do. gem p. 
Merc. Beſides, when a Woman marries a Man who is fit for WM vith ! 
no other Uſe than to make a Cuckold of, without a Deſign of MW Anim 
putting him to that Uſe, that that Woman commits a Folly is ey! 
pretty plain, I think; fo either ſtay your ſelf, or fend your Wie, Wl king © 
Friend, which you pleaſe. Trade 
Fat! 

Enter FATHER and SON. Law i 

like, 
Father. Here, an't pleaſe your Reverence, I have got my Sen Sen. 
for you, pray do what you can to cure him. men in 
Sen. *>death ! Sir, what d'yc mean by bringing me here? Fu- Fat. 
ries! Sir, I have no occaſion for a Cure. lenge 
ſc. I ſuſpect you have, Friend, for I always queſtion thole tion. 

Peoples Truth moſt who ſwear the moſt. San. 
Son. *Slite! Sir, d'ye give me the Lye? Split you! Sir, you er. 
ſhall cut my I hroat then, or I' cut yours--- *Sdeath ! Sir, come s indiff 
wit} me this Moment, or I'll lead you by the Noſe. one, 
Fath. Ah! there you fee bis Diltemper ------ he's a fighting Wl Fath. 
Fool; he's drawing himſelf into continual Scrapes by it; if be estravat 
had been once run thro the Body it would not have vex'd me; {rome th 


but 
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but what's worſe, I am continually forc'd to part with my Mo- 
ny to make up his Squabbles, or buy his Pardon, 

dem. Blood, Sir, anſwer me this Moment; do you know how 
to handle a Blade or not ? 

Merc. No, Friend, he has only one way of putting People to 
death ; he can't fight, but he can write, Sir, and that's more ef- 
ſectual. 

Sen. What, has he killd his Man? 

Merc. Yes, his Dozens, or he ought to be ando@or'd, 

den. Sir, J adore you, I love you, and honour you as a Gentle- 
man, Sir. 

Father. A Gentleman, Sir! Ves, a Gentleman; like Affair tru- 
ly! either to be run thro the Maw, or tuck d up by the Neck. 

Hen. The firſt, Sir, is dying honourably ; and, as to the other, 
we only laugh at thoſe Stories. Don't tell me of a parcel of 
farch'd Lawyers with their ridiculous Cant. Murdravit, et Stra- 
gem practicavit; very pretty Stuff to diſpatch a Man of Honour 
with! D'ye think a Jury of Haberdaſhers and Chandlers proper 
Animals to give Rules to Gentlemen, Sir? As for the Bench, 
they know better; but as they have a Thouſand a Year for ma- 
king of Malefactors, they muſt ſay ſomething in Defence of their 
Trade. 

Father, Very pretty! mighty pretty! So you are above all 
Law it ſhould ſeem ! You'll be your own Judge, and Jury too, be- 
like, 

Sn. If the Government won't conſult the Honour of Gentle- 
men in their Laws, we muſt right ourſelves, that's all. 

Father. Ay, ay, with all reaſon. I wonder you don't chal- 
lenge the Crown and the two Houſes to give you Satisfac- 
tion, 

dan. Excuſe me, Sir; I muſt comply with the Faſbion. 

Merc. Faſhion! ha, ha, ha! that's merry enough; and ſo tis 
& indifterent a thing with you to cut a Man's Throat, or let it 
alone, as to wear a broad-brim'd Hat or a narrow one, hey! 

Fath. Yes, yes, it will be the Faſhion ſoon, I ſuppoſe, for ſuch 
extravagant young Rakes to run us Fathers thro the Gizzards, to 
come the ſooner at our Eſtates, and he'll be the firſt in that Fa- 

{hion, 
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ſhion, I'll warrant him. --- Pray, Mr. Doctor, let him be blood. D 
ed and bliſter'd directly, for a ſenſeleſs hot-headed Puppy 2 
he 1s. | c 

Son. Sdeath! Sir; hot-headed, Sir? What d'ye mean, Sir? 


Was not you yourſelf the Cauſe of it ? fle, 
Father. I the Cauſe of it! I teach it him, impudent Rogue! fl “ 
I never ſaw a naked Sword in my Lite. you, 
Sen. No, Sir, but you may remember when you had broug fl ”* 
yourſelf into a Quarrel, tho I was but a Boy, and you in ful 
Vigour, you obliged me to fight your Man for you; I ſucceededin M 
the Combat, and ever fince have been fond of the Trade. - 
mu 


Merc. Soh ! old Gentleman, you ſtand convicted a ſecond time; WM” 
Avarice and Cowardice are prov'd flat upon you. S 
Eſc. Yes, yes, turn in Father and Son together. 
Father. Hold, Sir, if you pleaſe, I'll have my Daughter alone 
with me. -O] here ſhe comes. 


Enter DAUGHTER. 


Daugh. Your Servant, Gentlemen]! Your Servant, Sir! It 
it time to go ? 

ſc. Go! where? 

Daugh. Where! Can you ask that Queſtion ? 

Merc, Why truly, Child, I think it a very neceſſary Queſtion; 
I can't tell how one ſhould know the Time of going, unlefs we"! v 
knew where 'twas we were to go. ſc. 

Daugh. Bleſs me! Sir; d'ye know what Night 'tis? Isn't . Dau 
Oratorio Night ? : Inſtrum 

Merc. O] Oratorio Night! I beg Pardon. --- [Afide.] This ate! 
an Engliſh Fool, I ſuppoſe. "Jenn 

Father. Ay, ay, there's her Folly now ; ſhe minds nothing but Mer 
Piping and Fidling ; ſhe lives upon H. fa-bemi. Daug 

Daugh. O charming Oratorio! O dear, dear Saul! I expire er; 
that Duetto, and the Dead March brings me to life again, ſe. 

Father. Jo life again! I'm ſorry for it, Pm ſure. If you had Madneſ 
expir'd for good and all twou'd have been many a Crown in e of 
Pocket. Father 
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Daugh. Crown in your Pocket! what ridiculous Notions ſome 
People have ! Would you think it now, Mr. Mercury? This fru- 
gal Papa of mine, as well as he loves Mony, can ſubſcribe Five 
Pound a Year towards the Support of a Place for naſty ſick Peo- 
ple, and yet grudge a few Crowns to a raviſhing Foreigner. 

Father. Raviſhing ! ah, *tis well they can't raviſh, you Slut 
you, Or elſe — 
| Davgh. Now which is the greateſt Fool of the two? — begging 
rour Pardon, Papa. 
| Merc. I can't tell, Child, indeed, which is the greateſt. 

Daugh. [To Aſculapius.] Come, come, Signior Doctor, you 
muſt love Muſick; you know Alexander's Feaſt, to be ſure; III 
ſng you a Song out of it. 


S O N G. 
The Prince, unable to conceal his Pain, 
Gaz d on the Fair 


Who caus'd his Care, 
And ſigh'd, and loo d, and figh'd again, &c. 


Well, Gentlemen, what! ne'er an Encore! So many People 
here, and not a ſingle Encore? My Stars! theſe Folks are abſo- 
lutely void of all Taſte. 

Aſc. You are not void of Tongue, Child, I'm ſure. 

Daugh. [To Mercury, viewing his Caduceus.] Pray, Sir, what 
Inftrument is that in your Hand? a Sackbut, or Cymbal, or 
Plaltery ? or ſome new Invention? -O charming Sackbut ! a Sack- 


but my Delight of all things. Pray, Sir, who did you learn of? 


Merc. I, Madam! I learnt of the Spheres. 
Daugh. Ay ! that's ſome famous Hand, I ſuppoſe, ju& come 


der; well, I hope we ſhall have em all in time. 


#ſc. Hearkye, old Gentleman, this appears to have more of 


Madneſs than Folly in it, and fo does not come within our Pro- 
\ince of Cure. | 


Father, A pize on't! What ſhall I do with her? 
Daugh, 
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Daugh. Well, I'll ſwear tis a horrid Shame that there is not: 

new Tax made for the Encouragement of thoſe People; 3 

leaſt, I think they might apply the Sinking Fund to that Pur. 


Cc 


Father. Bleſs us! what Phrenſy poſſeſſes the Slut. 

Daugb. [To Xſculapius.] Sir, you look like a wiſe Man; by 
you are come upon a mighty filly Errand : Cure People of thei 
Folly indeed] I'm ſure it is the pleaſanteſt thing in the World u 
play the Fool now and then: Wiſdom's good for nothing, by 
what I can find, but to plague other People, and one's ſelf to 
If I am a Fool, I'll be a Fool till, and live at my Eaſe, II 
give you a Song upon that, Mr. Mercury. 


S O N G. 


A Foil enjoys the Sweets of Life, 
Unweounded by its Cares ; 

He thinks not, He, of Debts or Il ife ; 
He feels not, He, nor fears, 


If Fortune ſmiles, as ſmile ſhe will, 
Upon her booby Brood, 

The Hool anticipates no Ill, 
But reaps the preſent Good, 


Or ſhould, thro love of Change, her Wheels 
Her fav'rite Bantling croſs, 

The happy Fool no Anguiſh feels, 
He weighs not Gain or Loſs. 


l hen Knaves ver-reach, and Friends betray, 
ili Men of Senſe run mad, 
Fools, careleſs, whiſtle on — and ſay, 
"T's filly to be fad, 
Hut 
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Since free from Sorrow, Fear, and Shame, 
A Fool thus Fate defies, 

The greateſt Folly I can name 
J. to be Overwiſe. 


Merc. Well, Zſculapius,, how does your Gravity like this? 
This is the moſt entertaining Patient we have met with yet. ----- 
Troth, I think *tis a pity to cure her. 

Aſc. No, Mercury, the Diſtemper is not leſs pernicious for be- 
ing entertaining, When People are arriv'd to ſuch a Profuſion of 
Folly as to throw away all their Time upon Sound, and their Mony 
on Pipers and Fidlers, the World will be as little indebted to 
their Underſtandings, as their Underſtandings are to their own 
Ears, 

Merc. Ay, my dear Doctor, but *twou'd be very hard becauſe 
People have no Underſtandings they ſhould have no Ears neither ; 
no body will allow ſuch People to have the firſt, and fo they are 
n the right to convince 'em they have the laſt. 

Father. Well, Gentlemen, and what am I to hope? D'ye 
think, Sir, you can do the Baggage any good ? 

Merc. Pr'ythee, old Gentleman, how did ſhe come by this 
Niſtemper ? 

Daugh. I catch'd it of my Father, Sir. 

ſc. Of your Father! 

Daugh. Yes indeed, he gave it me. 

Father. Catch'd it of me, Huſfy ! I give it you !--- Why you 
50 --- you - did I learn you to ſqueak, hey? Did I teach you 
Tweedle de dum? Sir, Gentlemen, I don't ſo much as know a 
Cratchet from a Demi-Semi---] don't know what a murrain they 
call em. I learn you Hoh, hoh, hoh! Hah, ha 

Daugh. If you didn't yourſelf, you employ'd one that did, Sir: 
Didn't you keep a tallow-fac'd Thing in Mens“ Cloaths for Seven 
Years together about me, under pretence of keeping me out of 
bad Company? Would your jealous Temper ſuffer me to be pre- 


knt at any Diverſion, except an Oratorio? Not ſo much as an 
D innocent 
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innocent Opera, becauſe that was wicked Stage - playing it ſeem dd. 
Not ſo much as to ſee poor, dear, harmleſs Fm act poor 
dear Creature 

Aſ-. How! and do you now accuſe her of liking the only thing 
you would ſuffer her to like ? 

Merc. A word with you, old Gentleman, --- This is, I think, 
the third Indictment you fland convicted upon --- Avarice, Cow: 
ardice and Jealouſy---three very dangerous Diſorders indeed, and 
require pretty rough Treatment, As for you, Child, I'll take you 
under my own Care, and will teach you to like ſomething better 
than Muſick, I warrant ye. 

Daugh. You are very welcome, Sir. 

Aiſc. But ſee what vaſt Crowds are waiting for Audience, 

Mere. To fave time then, let us pick out the wiſe Men firſf, 
and when we have done that, we may apply general Medicing 
to the reſt, without enquiring farther into their particular Diſtem- 

ers. 
; Aſc. Make Proclamation therefore, Mercury, that People nee 
no longer trouble themſelves with bringing the Fools of their 
Acquaintance, but hence forward let them bring none but the wiſe 
Men. 
Merc. *Shife ! Ajculapims, art thou no better acquainted with 
the Nature of Mankind than this? If we ſtay here till one Man 
accuſes another of Wiſdom, we may ſtay till the end of the 
World. No, no, Aſculapius, in ſearching the Follies of Man. 
kind, *twas neceflary to have an Account of them from other, 
and not from themſelves ; but if you would ſearch for wiſe Men, 
you muſt not ask Mens* Opinion of one another, but take what 
every Man thinks of himſelf. 

A/c. Thou art better acquainted with the Humours of Man- 
kind than I am ; do as thou wilt. 

Merc. {Turning to each ſide of the Stage. ] O---7zs OI 
O--- Yes! Let all thoſe that are wiſe range themſelves upon ilt 
Right-hand, and diflinguiſh themſelves from the reft. 

Aſc. What is the meaning of this? Every Man places himſef 
on the Right-{:de, except one. Here you, Sir, what are yo 


pray, who appear ſo very confidently at the Head of the Wiſe! 
Pau. 
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Peet. Who? I, Sir? T am a Poet, Sir. 

Merc. So I thought, by the Impudence of his Face which 
thruſts itſelf forward, and by the Modeſty of his Linnen which 
does not care to appear, \ 

Aſc. Well; and pray, Mr. Poet, what Pretence have you to 
place yourſelf ſo confidently before all the reſt? 

Poet. Can Æſculapius know I am a Poet, and ask that Que- 
ſion? As much as the Sun, in its meridian Glory, is above 
the glimmering Sparks of the Milky May; as much as Heav'n is 
beyond this terreſtrial Globe; or as much as a Man is above a 
Brute; ſo much is a Poet above another Man. Tt is we who con- 
verſe with the Gods, and deſpiſe the reſt of Mankind. It is we 
who are elevated ---- 

Merc. Yes, often elevated into a Garret. 

Piet. Who deſpiſe Riches, Glory and Honour, and ſeek for 
nothing but Fame and Immortality. | 
When conqu”ring Death ſhall raviſh from their Eyes 
Thoſe trifling Glories that the Vulgar prize: 

When Empires ſhall be loſt, when Crowns ſhall ruft, 
And all that's Mortal be diffolv'd to Duſt : 

Then ſhall J live immortal in my Fame, 

And future Ages ſhall extol my Name. 

Merc. Good! good ! It will be a high Satisfaction to a Man, 
when he is in the Grave, to think his Verſes run as ſmoothly as 
ever, that his Name ſtands in red Letters before his Book, or that 
he has left his wiſe Face in Metrotinto behind him. - But pray, 
Sir, you that are ſo much above all other Men, how comes it you 
make a Figure ſo much beneath em? Won't your extraordinary 
Wiſdom and Knowledge put you into a way of getting this Coat 
a little repair dꝰ 

Pret. O lack-a-day, Sir! how filly you talk! begging your 
Pardon, Mr. Mercury ! mighty filly, truly. ---- Why, arn't the 
whole World Fools befides us, Sir? and then d'ye think they'll 
encourage Wiſdom ? No, Sir, I write, and write, and finely too, 
I'zad! but *tis to no purpoſe; no, the ſilly Town, Sir, won't like 
my Things, do all I can, Sir. 
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Abe. Ay ----- Why then, Friend, isn't it a Spice of Folly in 
you to continue to write what People don't approve of ? 

Pret, Hang 'em, hang 'em! mere Malice and Envy! They 
have a Spite at any that have more Wit than themſelves; az . 
Chimney-ſweepers take pleaſiire in running againſt People that IM 1/1 

e well dreſs'd. But 1 deſpiſe 'em, I deſpiſe em, Sir; I only Ml the 
write tor Poſterity. 

Merc. Oho! I beg your Pardon, Sir! the Paſtry-cooks of Po- M. 
ſterity will be highly oblig 'd to you. An 

Poet. Ay, ay, Sir, *tis for Poſterity I lay out all my Thoughts, WM Av 
»Tis for fame, fame, Sir; that's Life at ſecond- hand, and better WM for 
than the firſt, for it laſts longer, I 

A/c. But pray, Friend, if other Peoples” talking of you can 7 
give you a fort of Life, can't you live by their cating and drinking om 


for you too ? time 
Poet. Sir! --- Sir! I, I, I--- $1 
Mer. Yes, Sir; if you pleaſe, I'll procure one to do the latter a L. 
for you, and ſee how you'll thrive upon't. mus 
Poet. Sir, I beg you'll not talk to me of ſuch out-of-the-way 1 
things; the Food of the Mind, Sir ---- « w 


Merc. Is what you ſcem chiefly to have lived upon, in- © P! 
_ deed, 

Poet. Yes, Sir, I am above attempting to pleaſe the dirty Town, 
Sir --- I abhor, deteſt, hate and dread the Town, Sir ---- I trem- 


ble at the very Thoughts of the Town --- methinks I hear their 
execrable Hiſſes burſt o'er my Head; methinks I fee their horri- MW © thi 
ble Artillery levell'd at me --- Whiz! Whiz! they come. Sir, MW © in 
beg Pardon --- a Start of Poetical Inſpiration, that's all.--- Write WM © the 
for the Town! No, no, no, Sir; 1']] ſooner turn my Pen into a MI leac 
Tooth- pick, Sir. him 
Merc. Um — that's an Inſtrument you have but little occaſion him 
for, 1 believe. «4 
Stateſin. Stand aſide, Mr. Poet, you Oaf, that pleaſe yourſe i ther 
with the vain Reverſion of imaginary Honours; Gewgaws which “ othe 
you are never to enjoy till you are inſenſible of em. Pray, A bun 


culapius, turn him in for a Fool, and hear me a little. Ack me © P 
who deſerves the Title of a Wiſe Man; I'll tell you a State.“ wiſe 
Man, 
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man, a Politician, one that can direct Senates, adviſe Kings, and 
govern Commonwealths. 

Merc, Um — why truly, conſidering how Senates are general- 
y directed, Kings adviſed, and Commonwealths govern'd, a 
Man has no great reaſon to boaſt of his having a Hand in ei- 
ther. 

Stateſ. How are we follow'd, courted and adored | What 
Mountains of Wealth do we heap up for our ſelves and Families ! 
And how are we fltter'd and cring'd to by all Mankind! 
Away with Wit and Learning out of the World, they are good 
for nothing but to make People impertinent and ſeditious. 

Merc. Right; Power and Dominion ſhould not be touch'd upon; 
Fupiter himſelf is of the ſame Mind; he's very apt to winch at 
ſome o' my Jokes; but Wits will be ſawcy, very ſawey, ſome- 
times. 

Stateſ. Horrible, horrible! I am therefore determin'd to procure 
Law to burn the four-and-twenty Letters, and to hang up Cad- 
m/s in Effigy for inventing 'em. 

« Phil. Peace, thou prophane Blaſphemer of Science ! thou 
« worſe than Goth or Vandal! Mark me, Aſculapius ; Iam a 
« Philoſopher. | 

« Merc. You have a philoſophical Chin, I muſt confeſs. 

Ac. Well, Mr. Philoſopher, what have you to ſay ? 

« Phil. Why, I'm out of Patience, Sir, to ſee People take a 
« Title to themſelves which they have no Right to. Is there any 
thing fo ridiculous as for this Man to make himſelf miſerable, 
in order to make himſelf Great? who ſeeks the Contempt of 
* the Wiſe, that he may get the Admiration of Fools? who 
leads a falſe diſſembling Life, fawning upon thoſe who treat 
+ him inſolently, and treating thoſe inſolently who fawn upon 
nim. 

* Aſc. Wiſely urged, moſt incomparable Philoſopher! and 
* therefore you who can ſee ſo clearly tEro' the Follies of 
* other People, can beſt tell us where a wiſe Man is to be 
found. 


* Phil. Tis amongſt us; amongſt us Philoſophers only that a 


* wiſe Man is to be found ; it is he who is above all Care, Pain 


© or 
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ce or Diſorder; who places not his Felicity in Beauty, Wealth or 
Learning, but looks down with Scorn upon the paltry Enjoy- 


© ments others prize, and ſupplies all his Wants by lopping off Þ 
c his Deſires. « K 

« Merc, Um — that's like a Man's ſtarving himſelf to death, WW. , 
& that he mayn't live to want. « t| 


« Phi. Yes, Sir, tis He who is ſuperior to Malice, and in- a 
c ſenſible to Pain; who, if he were in Phalaris's Bull, would 
« ſmile amidſt the Torture; when that fooliſh King dark 0 
c ened the Day with his Arrows, they none of em reach'd the . ty 
« Sun; when the Chains were caſt into the Sea, they could not NN 
<« bind the Waves; and thoſe who deſtroy the Temples do no Wc: y 
« Injury to the Divinity: In like manner, whatever is done a I. 
<« againſt a wiſe Man, who is only inferior to the Gods in point BW . 
4 of Time, is but attempted in vain. 

« Merc, How, Impudence ! equal yourſelf with us! [Taking 0 
« him by the Beard, and ſtriking him with his Caduceus.] II 
cc cure you of that Folly. K 

« Phil. Hold, hold! Murder, Murder, Murder! 

« Mer. Obo] have I made you find your Feeling? What ö H. ir 


cc become of your Godſhip now, Friend? In ſpite of your high- . pi 
« flown Similies, you are not inſenſible quite. This mighty Man, . ;.; 
« who would laugh in Phalaris's Bull, can cry out ftoutly . Cc 
A « upon a little Thraſhing. « Pl 
4 « Aſc. You had better, Friend, deſcend a little from thi . 11 


<« ſublime Region, conform yourſelf to the Weakneſs of others, . Bu 
c“ and convince em, by a living Example, of the high Wi-. 7 .. 
„ dom you boaſt ſo much of. Believe me, there isn't a gte. « | 
cc ter Folly in the World than for Men to hope, by their N. ter 
Pride and Vanity, to exempt themſelves from thoſe Infirmitic WW « | 


OOO EET SUR 


« which all Mankind are naturally ſubject to. « tho 
f « ( 
b Euter CUNNING-MAN. « / 
; & ſha] 


& C. Man. Your Servant, old Gentleman. Sir, you Ml « ( 


« Servant. Who are all theſe Fools that are pretending to Wi- you 
cc dom here ? 6 ceiv 


Al 
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« ſc. And, pray, who are you, Friend, that pronounce em 
all Fools? | 

« C. Man, Who, Sir? Un hemme du Monde, Sir; one that 
« knows the World, and is wiſe enough to manage it too; 
« that's living Wiſdom, Sir; none of your poetical Caſtles in 
« the Air, nor Philoſophical! Rhodomontades for me. 

« Merc. Soh! theſe Fools are a kind of Antipodes to each 
* other, 

C. Man. Lookye, Sir, 'tis my Buſineſs to make my For- 
« tune out of the Follies of my good Neighbours ; to ſteal upon 
« the blind ſide, and apply to every one's Paſſions ; to flatter the 
« Vanity, and play upon the Weakneſs of thoſe in Power and 
« Intereſt, I always ſwim with the Stream, and make my Tack 
« with the Wind, never croſs ypon a prevailing Miſtake, nor 
« oppoſe any Miſchief that has Numbers on its fide. 

« Aſc. This is the only Wiſdom in vogue at preſent, I muſt 
„on. 

« C, Man. The only, Sir, the only- If I am in the City, for 
« inſtance, I never harangue againſt Circumvention in Trade ; 
« if at Neſthinſter, I ſay nothing againſt entangling Property, 
« ſpinning out Cauſes, ſqueezing cf Clients, or making the Law 
« itſelf a greater Grievance than the Breakers of it; when at 
Court, not a word of Honour and Sincerity, Plain- dreſſing or 
« Plain-dealing ; in ſhort, I never behave with regard to what 
Men really are, but what they have a mind to be. Tis my 
« Buſineſs to make every body happy with themſelves, for then 
] can ſtrike em for my own Advantage. 

« Merc. Um --- fo you never ſay an ill-natur'd thing, nor ne- 
« ver do a good- natur d one. 

« Aſc. But how d'ye manage when you happen to meet with 
& thoſe of your own Stamp, Friend? 

« C, Man. O Sir! we ſoon find out one another. 

« Merc. Yes, and then, I ſuppoſe, like other Highwaymen, 
& ſhake Hands, and take difterent Roads. 

« C, Man. Ah! lack-a-day, Sir, you may give us what Name 
* you pleaſe, but Succeſs conſecrates the Means, and we are re- 
* ceived, carrels'd and applauded in the veſt of Company. 

Eſc. 


24 An HOSPITAL for Fools. 
AH. May be fo, Friend; but what ſort of Reputation 
ce that which is gained by debauching the Underſtandings of Pe. 
ec ple? Beſides, I believe you are as often deceived yourſelves ; 7 
you deceive others. You that are ſo very ſubtil and over-wiſe i 
<« your own Conceptions, ſeldom perceive the Truth and Reality 
« of Things; but becauſe you always Maſquerade it yourſelye, 
t you think that every one elſe does the ſame. 

« Merc. Right; they coin an unthought-of Deſign for ever; 
« Look, and find out an unmeant Meaning in every Smile c 
« Frown, and are by that means commonly Dupes to their own 
4 Cunning. 

« Aſc. Therefore we can by no means admit your Plea, in 

& deed, crafty Sir, 
„ Merc. No, Friend, no; there's as much difference between 
« Cunning and Wiſdom, as between the Light of the Sun and 
&« an Ignis Fatuus; one keeps a Man from ſtumbling, and t'othe 
<« leads him into a Ditch, that's all. 

Daugh. Well, but, Mr. Mercury, what d'ye ſpend your time 
with this Will oth" N hiſp for? Didn't you promiſe me you wou't 
teach me ſomething that I ſhould like better than Muſick? | 
have been waiting yonder a long while for a Leſſon. Why don! 

you come and do as you promis'd, 

Merc, Preſently, Child; you ſhou'dn't be in a Hurry, m 
Dear. 

Daugh. Ay, butI am in a Hurry; and if you won't come thi 
Moment, I'll ſtill inſiſt upon it that Muſick's the only Wiſdom, 
and that Singing is the wiſeſt thing any body can do, 

Merc. Ay, fay you that, my pretty One? 

Daugh. Yes, I maintain that there is nothing in the World { 
perior to a Song, and that the World itſelf is nothing but a Song 

Merc. Tis ſet to a very ſcurvy Tune, if it be fo. 

Aſc. You miſtake, Mercury, it is not ill ſet, but ill play d, 
the Compaſition's good, but the Miſchief is, that the Performer 
neither ſtop in Tune nor Time. 

Dargh. I'll ſing you a Song upon that, Mr. Mercury. You 
won't tay a Word againſt it, Signior Doctor? 

A:jc. Not I, indeed, Child; 1 would as foon pretend to ly. 
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Whirlwind with a Thought, as ſtop that tempeſtuous Member of * 
thine with a Word. 


' 


8 O N G. 


Daugh. If Life cen yield any thing pleaſant or ſweet, 
To ftrew its rough Valley along, 
In Muſick, Pm ſure, we the Bleſſing muſt meet, 
For why, the whole World's a mere Song. 


Repair to the Court, and you'll inflantly find 
Amidft the deluſive gay Throng, 

No Friendſhip can hold, nor no Promiſe can bind, 
For the Caurtier's Honour's à Song, 


Go next to the Camp, and review each trim Blade, 
How they ſtrut it ſo flout and ſo firong, 

Turn em into War's Field, and Im hugely afraid, 
Their Courage would prove a mere Song. 


Pray, what are Poſſeſſions, thi ever ſo great, 
Once got the good Lawyers among? 
For they'll brief it and thief it, they'll pocket and prate 
Till they've brought all your Wealth to a Song. 


The Fair One, who fondles and lolls on dear Spouſe, 
And vows ſhe ne er meant him a Wrong 

See, Damon flip in a back May to the Houſe, 
For why, Marriage-Vows are a Song. 


Thur, Youth, run thro Life, and try all that you can, 
This Truth you muſt own er is long, 

Take Greatneſs or Riches, take Woman or Man, 
Your Gains will turn out a mere Song. 


J. Now 
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N Now isn't that true, Mr. Doctor, hey? How does your Reverence * 
like it? | Ct 

Aſc. Why, in troth, Child, whatever Folly the Singer may 

| be guilty of, there is but too much Senſe in the Song. ſq 
. Daugh. Too much Senſe! Oh! you would have had an Ita- w. 
| lian Song then ? he 
| Merc. Good, good! Ha, ha, ha! This is plain tell-truth Eng- pl: 
4 liſh, indeed olc 
4 Dangb. Ay, I wonder how they could Set it to Muſick, for the 
my part he 


Ae. But who is that Fellow that's laughing there by himſelf? BF th: 
Merc. Hearkye, you, Sir, who ſtand by yourſelf on the lek 
hand, while all the reſt are got on the Right; what are you ſo Fo 


b much diverted at? Li 
1 IViſeman. Why, at the Follies of all your wiſe People. W 
1 Aſc. And what are you, Friend, who preſume to laugh 2 ] 


1 ev'ry one elle ? 

l iſeman. Alas! Sir, Tam a Fool too, and am fo well con. 
q vinced of it, that, you ſee, I keep on the left Side, when al 
the reſt go to the Right; and were I not convinced my elf, 
J have given ſufficient Reaſon to convince any one elſe, by 
troubling my ſelf with correcting the Follies of others, while 1 
have ſo many of my own that are ſtill uncorrected, 

Aſc. What are become of all the Wiſe Men then, are ther: 
none left? 

IViſeman. If you take every Man's Opinion of himſelf, never 
were there ſo many; if you take their Opinions of one another, 
never were there ſo few, Lookye, Æſculapius, the beſt Methol 
I can propoſe to diſtinguiſh Mankind, is by calling thoſe Men 
Wiſe, who know themſelves to be Fools; and thoſe Men Fool, 
who think themſelves to be Wiſe. 

Aſc. Mercury, thou art a ſwift Meſſenger, haſte away to J. 
piter, inform him of what we have done, and know his further 
Pleaſure in the Matter: You may tell him, that, upon a full Sur 
vey of Mankind, it appears that every one has ſuch a ſufficient 
Share of Folly, that he has no reaſon to complain of his Neigh- 
bours having more: That, in anſwer to thoſe who think their Fol 
ly obſtructs their Happineſs, it is very plain, that the Happineb© 


rence 


may 
1 La- 
Eng- 
k, for 


nſelf? 
1e leſt 
ou ſo 


, never 
nother, 
Method 
e Men 
Fools, 


to Ju 
further 
ull Sur- 
ifficient 
Neigb- 
ir Fol 
inef df 


An HoSPITAL for FooLs. 27 


Mankind is ſo complicated with their Folly, that it is impoſſible to 
cure them of the one, without endangering the other too. 

Merc. Troth ! that's true; ſhould we convince the Fool who 
ſquanders away his Money, that he might live to want it; ſhould 
we convince the Fool who heaps up Treaſure, that in a little time 
he muſt die and quit it; ſhould we convince the Husband, who 
places his Happineſs in his Wife and Children, that the one cuck- 
olds him, and the other are none of his own ; ſhould we convince 
the Man who does things to be eternally famous, that after Death 
he will have no Senſe of Fame at all ; why, we ſhould only make 
them all miſerable. 

Aſc. That's the very Caſe, Mercury; by taking away their 
Folly, we ſhou'd take away one of the moſt uſeful Qualities in 
Life; ſo that, upon the whole Matter, we muſt ev'n leave the 
World as we found it. 

Daugh. Poor Mr. Doctor, I pity you heartily, I vow! And ſo 
you can make no hand on't, hey? You and your No/rum muſt 
march back again together; Ha, ha, ha! I'm glad on't. 

Merc. Yes, Child, for as full of Fools as the World is, he'll 
ſcarce be able to get an A to purchaſe the Diſcovery on't. How- 
ever, if Jupiter thinks there ought to be ſomewhat done in this 
matter, after having made ſo much Noiſe about it, the moſt ge- 
neral Folly in Men being that of ſhewing Severity to other Peo- 
ple's Faults while they overlook their own, he may order a ſo- 
lemn Proclamation to be made, © That no Man ſhall have the 
« Privilege of cenſuring the Follies of other People, till he can 
bring a certificate, under the Hands of three judicious Neigh- 
„ bours, that he has no Folly at all of his own. 

Daugh. Dear Mr. Mercury, ſtay a little, and III give you a 
dong on this very Subject. 

Mercury. With all my Heart, Child. 
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Daugh. Our Folly is our Neighbour's Gains, 
Our Neighbour's Folly ours; 

Fool lives on Fool, and what remains 
The cunning Knave devours. 


If *twas not for the Marrying Fool, 
How would you Virgins fare? [Curtſying to the Boxes. 
If *twas not for the Keeping Fool, 
Hero thoſe kind Damſels there? [Pointing to the Slips, 
If "twas nit for the Squand"ring Fool, 
Cou'd Citts their Coffers cram 
I twas not for the Writing Fool, [Pointing behind the Scenes 
You'd laſe the Foy to Damn. | [To the Pit. 


Merc. Good, good! my little Muſical Moralift. --- Well, A, 
culapius, as we have had a Song of Fools, let us have a Dance of 
Fools too, that we may ſce em in all their Attitudes, and then 
we ſhall be able to give a compleat Account of 'em. 

Ac. Any thing, good Mercury, to end the Farce, for I'm 
quite fick of my Part. 

Merc. I am the ſame, by Jupiter! And ſo, you Dancing Fools, 
be nimble, d'ye hear 


[A Grand Dance of Fools. 


Merc. And now, Gentlemen and Ladies, you may all go 
home as wiſe as you came: And, if you don't condemn us for the 
Folly of attempting the Impoſſibility of making you wiſer, well 
own that, if you are Fools, you are very good-natur'd ones. 
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The Man of Taſte, 
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The Independent Patriot. 

The Intriguing Chambermaid. 
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The Pcovok'd Husband. 


The Miſer. 

The Modern Husband. 
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The Univerſal Gallaat. 

The Lottery, 

The Lover, 

The Coffee - Houſe Politician, 

The Temple Beau. 

The Diſſembled Wanton. 

Love in ſevetal Maſques. 

The Author's Farce; and, The Plea- 
ſures of the Town, 

The Widow bewitch'd. 

The Letter-Writers; or, a New Way 
to keep a Wife at Home. 

The Old Debauchees, 
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KING CHARLES the Firſt, 
The Tragedy of Zara. 


Czliaz or, The Perjur'd Lover. | 


Periander, King of Corinth, 
The Fatal Extravagance. 


Timoleon. , 
The Particide, or Innocence in Diſtreſs. 


The Virgia Queen, | 


The Tragedy of Tragedies; or, Tom 
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Double Falſhoodz or, The Diſtreſt 
Lovers, 

The Fate of Villany. 
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The Covent-Garden Tragedy. 
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The Boarding-School. 
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The Metty Coblerz or, The Second 
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The Jovial Crew. 
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The Village Opera. 
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Opera. 

Patie andPeggy; or, The Fair Foundling 
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If Fortune ſmiles, as ſmile ſhe will, 
Upon her booby Brood, 

The Fool anticipates no Ill, 
But reaps the' preſent Good. 


Or ſhould, thro love of Change, her Wheels 
Her fav'rite Bantling croſs, 

The happy Fool no Anguiſh feels, 
He weighs not Gain or Loſs. 


When Knaves o'er-reach, and Friends betray, 
Whilſt Men of Senſe run mad, 
Fools, careleſs, whiſtle on and ſay, 


*Tis filly to be ſad. 


Since, free from Sorrow, Fear, and Shame, 
A Fool thus Fate defies, 


The greateſt Folly I can name, 
Is to be Overwi/e. 
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If *twas not for the Marrying Fool, 

How would you Virgins fare? [Curtfing to the Boxes, 
If *'twas not for the Keeping Fool, 

How thoſe kind Damſels there? [Pointing to the Slips, 


If *twas not for the Squand'ring Fool, 


Cou'd Citts their Coffers cram ? 
If 'twas not for the Writing Fool, ¶ Pointing behind the Scenes 
You'd loſe the Joy to Damn. [To the Pit, 
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Repair to the Court, and you] inſtantly fire 
Amidſt the deluſive gay Throng, 
No Friendſhip can hold, nor no Promiſe can bind, 
For the Courtier's Honour's a Seay. 3 


How they ſtrut it ſo ſtout and ſo ſtrong, 
Turn em into War's Field, and I'm hugely afraid, 
Their Courage would prove a mere Song. 


Pray, what are Poſſeſſions, tho? ever ſo great, 
Once got the good lawyers among ? 

For they'll brief it and thief it, they'll pocket and prate 
Till they've brought all your Wealth to a Song. 


The Fair One, who fondles and lolls on dear Spouſe, 
And vows ſhe ne er meant him a Wrong, 

See, Damon ſlips in a back Way to the Houſe, 
For why, Marriage-Vows are a Song. 
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This Truth you muſt own ere 'tis long, 
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